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PARPAHEIN. Mount Mavyu of my gratitude, mother with limitless
honour! It is useless to win me over, it is impossible to conquer me
through my ears. My father has given the throne to him, and I do
not wish to stay on in the palace under Zayathein, serving him,
inferior to him, looking like a man with a broken skin, powerless,
gloryless, honourless. Mother, I will take my chance. I either miss
or win. I will attack amidst bullets. If I am hit, it is the end. If I
am not hit, I reach my objective. I have no one to consider, I am
alone in the world except for you. If you forgive me, all is well.
If I am killed, mourn me not. I am a son of my luck. What it
wills, I shall get. It will strive and plot. Fear not for me, loved
mother without any equal.                                                     [Exeunt.]

SCENE 4

THE  THRONE-ROOM

Enter ZAYATHEIN, now KING, ministers, etc.

KING. I have been crowned king, and I now rule in glory the
kingdom of victories. I rule in my father's place, but Parpahein has
not come before me, he has not come in to show his allegiance.
Ministers, send Parpahein my orders that he should come to this
room, while I hold audience. He must come at once, in the full
robes of a prince.

[Enter PARPAHEIN zvith some followers. They stand in an
extreme corner of the stage. They are supposed to be outside
the throne room, but near its entrance.]

PARPAHEIN. My followers who are crooked to the extreme,
spearheads of roughness and boldness, men without religion, O
logs of lawlessness! My mother and I are alone in this world. My
father cared not for us, broke his promise to us, and left us unpro-
tected against the world. If no one loves us, why should we love any
one? ... I shall show my brother what I can do. I shall be as
irresponsible as a schoolboy, I shall be as high as the sky. ... I
will be a dirty man, a drunken man. The king will send me messen-
gers. He will send one, then two, then three, then more, summon-
ing me to his presence. Beat them, cane them, ill-treat all the
messengers. Do anything to them, but let them not die. . . . Ha,
ha, I will show what I can do. (He sings boisterously) 'This little
prince is in a faint. He will fall, he will die. He must have air, the